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That which the Woddall 2 Fail, 
A private Cloſet is to me, 
Whilſt a good Conſcience is my Bail, 
And Innocence my Liberty :: 
Locks, Bars, and Solitude together met; 
Make me no Pris'ner, but an. Anchorite. 


I, whilſt I wiſh'd to be Retir'd, 
Into this private Room was turn'd, 
As if their Wiſdoms had: conſpir'd . 
The SALAMANDER® ſhould be-butn'd ; 
But had they known how I enjoyed Me, 
Prompt, by malicious Spite, they'd ſet me frees. 


The Cryy1cx hugs his Poverty, 

The Per 15 a» her Wilderneſe 
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Make Totments eaſy to. tlielr Apathie. 


Theſe Manacles uponmy Arm: 

I as my Miftreſs Favours wear, 

And then ta keep my Ancles warm: 

L have ſome. Iroz Shackles there. 
Theſe Walls are but” my Priſon, and this CeN; + 
Which Men call Fazl, does prove my Cittadel,. 


So he that. ſtruck at: Faſox's Life, 
Thinking he had his Purpoſe fure,. 
© By a malicious friendly Knife 
_ Did only wound him to a Cure!. 
Malice, Liee, wants Wit ; for what is meant 
Miſchief, ofttimes proves. Favour by, th Events. Ca: 
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- Fm in this Cabinet lock'd up, ] 
Like ſome high prized Margarite; 
Or, like ſome great Mogul or Pope, 
Am Clayſter'd up from vulgar Sight; 
Retirement is a Piece of Majeſty, 
And thus, proud'Sultay, Im as great as Thee? 
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Here Sin, for wafit of Food, muſt ſtarve, 
Where tempting Objects are not ſeen, 
And thoſe ſtrong Walls do only ſerve 
To keep Vice out, and keep me in. 
Malice of late's grown charitable ſure, 
I'm not committed, but I'm kept fecure: 


When once my PRINCE Affiition hath, 
Proſperity doth Treaſon ſeem, | 
Y And tn rake {month {o rough A Dath, ; —_—_ 
' T can learn Patience now from him : 
For, not to ſuffer, ſhews no Loyal Heart; 
When Kings want Eaſe, Subjects ſhould bear a Parts. 


Have ye not ſeen the Nightingale, 

A Pilgrim coop't. up in a Cage, 

How ſhe doth chant her wonted Tale * 

In that her narrow Hermitage 2? 
Ev'n then, . her charming Melody doth prove; . 
[That all her Boughs are. Trees, her Cage a Grove!. 


My Soul is free as ambient Air, . 
Altho*' my baſer Parts immur'd, 
[While Loyal Thoughts do till repair 
'T* accompany my Solitude: 
And tho' immur'd, yet I can chirp and fing: 
Dilgrace to Rebels, Glory to my KING.- 
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KING fromne; vhat- Adamant can partÞ' 
w om I do Wear-engraven on my Heart, 


I am that Bird whom they combine 

Thus to deprive of Libetty, 

But tho' they do my Caſe confine, 

Yet, maugre Spite, my Soul is frees . 
'Altho' Rebellion do my Body bind, 

y KING canonly captivate my Mind. 


